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Head, and sat alone amongst the wilderness of broken shattered
tumbled cliffs, listening to the booming and breaking of the waves
below and watching the flying skirts of the showers of spray.
Perfect solitude. The rest of the party were climbing about in the
rocks somewhere'overhead, but not a voice or sound was to be
heard except the boom of the sea and the crying of the white-
winged gulls. Not a sign or vestige of any other living thing.

A scramble up among the rocks to search for ferns for Mrs. H.
Not very successful, and H. had got her some much finer ones, but
she did not despise mine, though they were very poor little ones in
comparison.

The rest of the party had come down from a scrambling like
goats and conies in the high rocks, the ladies having had to mount
by means of the gentlemen's backs and knees.

We returned by Penzance hearing it was a better road, and we did
not repent of it.

It was getting very chilly on the top of the omnibus. Mrs. H. very
kindly sent me out her waterproof cloak to put on and oh how
warm and comfortable it was. We reached Camborne soon after
II and sat down to dinner or supper at midnight at Rosewarne,
that hospitable house, after depositing some of the party at their
own houses in the town. Mrs. Parker is an admirable hostess. I took
her in to supper and had some talk with her about Wales and
Monmouthshire where she used to live. She tells me her brother
has lately taken Bronllys Castle in Breconshire. The dining
room at Rosewarne is beautifully hung round with horns,
antelope, stag, gnu, buffalo, Sec. &c. We left the hospitable house
at i and got home about 3 in the morning. Daylight had not
appeared, but it was a dear case of *We won't go home till
morning*. As we passed down the creekside the masts of a vessel
showed against the sky. A sailing lighter had come up the creek
at high tide with a load of limestone and was lying at the quay
waiting to unload and go down again with the next tide.

This morning we met two girls smartly dressed and driving cows
to market with parasols up.

Friday, 5 August

The last pleasant excursion. The last happy day. Martin had been
sent to Falmouth overnight for a carriage and horse and brought